
PMNELL bro§. transfer
Successor to Davis Transfer

Delivery and all Kinds of
Hauling. Service Day and Night. Call
PUfNEH'S tlVEHY..

Bell Phone 425 Rome Phone 32H

$200 to $815 Gaaranfeed I Year
«»d 4ri |afc®r««t will be |

Gatrtttted Ruhoid Han. under
TJrmaof which90 f of lh«price I
tor mar ear or truck wtl be reft
efl. Haaitred. within 6 months.

tb«

Roadsteri,
Tracks.Touring Cars,

Runabout*,

Craig-Centre Auto Co., Inc.
Largest Dealers ofHigh Grade mcJcars

Pittsburgh, Pa.

Agatls tetmleJ eovrjtcheTt

FUR EXCHANGE
A Xfw Back for an Old One.How a

CIarltsbur. Resident Made a

Bad Back Strong.

The bach aches at times with a dull
indescribable feeling, making you
weary and restless; piercing pains
shoot across the region of the kid¬
ney's, and again the loins are so lame
that to stoop is agony. No use to rub
or apply a piaster to the back If the
kidneys are weak. You cannot reach
ttte cause. Follow the example of
this Clarksburg citizen.

Mrs. S. K. Brown, 632 Werneger
street, Clarksburg. W. Va.. says: "l
wis in bad shape with kidney trouble.
I sad severe attacks of backache and
for quite awhile 1 was unable to do
anything. The pain was so bad that
1 -wits all doubled up. I did'nt seem
able to find relief. Finally I heard
about Doan's Kidney Pills and began
using t-hem. They soon made me feel
beftfiT and stronger in every way. I
was relieved of the lumbago and my
kidneys became normal."

Price 50c, at all dealers. Don't
simply ask for a kidney remedy.get'
Doan's Kidney Pills.the same that
Mrs. B^own bad. Foster-Milburn Co.,
Props., Buffalo, N. Y.

.Ad vertisomen t.

The best Shoemakers
supply us with their pro¬
ducts.
We sell the -well known
ses, such as-.

JSTACY ADAMS
STETSON SHOE
STRONG & GARFIELD
RALSTON SHOE
W. L. DOUGLAS

Let us- show yoi; the
[.new Oxfords.

A. Nusbaum, Inc.
134 136 THIRD ST.

SUMMER
All Sizes, All Prices.

Lee & Parr
Hardware Co.

_

The Story of
Waitstill
Baxter

By KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN

Copyright. 1915. by Kate Pooglu K|giti

(Cantlnied from TMttnUrJ
It did not do any good to say: "Ye*.,

mother, but- the maytfoWere have
bloomed ten times since father went

"I've been looking out mere tnari u»ual
thiar afternoon."

| away." He had tried that. gently ana
persistently when first her" mind began
to be con fused, from long grief and
hurt love, stricken pride and sick sus-

pense.
Instead of that Ivory turned the sub-

Jeot cheerily, saying. "'Well, we're sure

of a good seasofi. 1 (blak. There's
been a grand snowfiU and that, they
say. Is the poor man's manure. Rod
and I -win put in more corn and pota¬
toes this year. I ffhjtn't have to work

single handed very long, for lie is grow¬
ing: to be quite * farmer."
"Your father was very fond of srreen

corn, but ha never cared for potatoes."
Mrs. Boynton said, vaguely, tnking up
her knitting. "1 always had great
pride In my cooking, but I could never

get your father' to relish my potatoes."
"Well, his son does, anyway." Ivory

replied, helping himself plentifully
from a dish that held one of his
mother's best concoctions, potatoes
minced fine and put together into the
spider with thin bits of pork and all
browned together.
"I saw the Barter girls today, moth-

er." he continued not because he hoped
she-would give any heed to what he
said, bnt from the sheer longing for
companionship. "The deacon drove off
with Lawyer Wilson, who wanted him
to give testimony in some case or other
down in Mllltown. The minute Patty
saw him going up Saco bill she har¬
nessed the ofd starved Baxter mar$,
and the girls started over to the Lower
Corner to See some friends. It seems

It's Patty's birthday. and they were

celebrating. I met them just? as they
were coming back and helped them lift
the rickety wagon out of the mud.
They were stuck In it up to the hubs
of the wheels. I advised them to walk
up the Town Honse Mil if they ever

expected to get the liorse home."
"Town House hill!" said Ivory's

mother, dropping her knitting. "That
was where we had such wonderful
meetings. Truly the Lord was present
in our midst. And ob,- Ivory, the vl-
sions we saw in that pHwe when Jacob
Cochrane first unfolded his gospel to
us! \V"as ever inch a man!"
"Probably not, mother," remarked

Ivory dryly.
"You were speaking of the Baiters.

I remember their home and the little i
girl who used to stand in the gateway j
and watch wfien we cAme oat of meet¬
ing. Tbere was a baby too. Isn't there
a Baxter baby, Ivory?"

".She didn't stay a baby. She Is S«T-
.nteen years old today, metber."
"You surprise ine. but children do

groTfr very fast She hfla a strange
name, but I canh'bt recall it."
"Her name is Patience. But nobody

but her father calls ber anything bat
Patty, which suits her much better."
"No; t&e nsmi wasn't Patience, not

the one I mean.1'
"The older sister Is Waltstlll. Per¬

haps you mean her." And Ivory sat
down by the tire, With his book and bis
pipe.

"¦Waltstlll! WaitstiH! Tilt la It!
Such a beautiful name?'
"She's a beautiful giri."
"Waltstlll! .They also serve Who only

stand and wait.' 'Wait, 1 say. flfl the
Lord and be will give thee the desires
of thy heart.' Those were wonderful
days, when we were caught up out of
the body and mingled freely lb the
spirit workl." Mrs. Boynton was now

fully started on the topic that absorbed
ber mind, and It«fy eotili no nothing
but let bar tell the *toff that «be bad
told hi in a hundred times.

"1 remember tvbefc first We beard
Jacob Cochrane speak." (This wad her
usual way of beginning.) Tour father
was a prencher. as yoti know. Ivory,
biit yon will never know fhst a Won¬
derful preacher be was. Jty grand-
father, being a flne gentleman and a

governor, would not Iflve bis consent to
my marriages but i never HDWttHl It
never! tfoiif father saw Rider ©jen-
r«B6 tt t

Will Baptists (u BcaSKro -M~ wii
much itspressed with: Mm. A taw days
later be went to the funeral of a child
in the same neighborhood: Mo one who
was there could ever forget it. The
minister- bad made Ur tonr prayer
when a. mac suddenly entered the
room, came toward the coffin and
placed' his baud eg me chad's fbre-
head. The- room In an instant wu u

¦till as tbe death that bad called us- to¬
gether. Tike stranger waa tail and" of
commanding presence; Ms eyes pierced
onr very hearts, and bis marrelous
voice penetrated to depths lb oar souls
that had never been: readied before."
"Wok be n better speaker than my

father?" asked-ivory,-who dreaded his-
mother's hours of complete.silence even:
more than liec period* at. remlnls-
ceace.

* '

f "He spoke as it the Lord of Host%
had given httn inspiration; as if the
angels wewr pouring - words into his
mouth just for Mm to utter," replied
Mpb; Boyaton. Your father waa spell¬
bound, and-1 only less so. When be
ceased speaking the child's mother
crossed Che room and. nwtiyluE; to and' j
fro, fell at bis -feet sobbing and wail-
ing and imploring God to fc^Clve her
sins. They curried her upstairs, and
when ire looked about after tbe con-
fuslou and escitement tbe stranger had
vanished. But u-e found- Mm ngain.' j
As l£ldcr Gochrua xuid: llie propbet
of the lx>rd curt' never be hid; no dark¬
ness1 fit tliltrtr enough to cover him"
There Was- it six weeks* revival meet¬
ing in .Nevnr Siico. where 3C0 souls
were converted, and .vour father and 1
were among them. We hud fancied
ourselves true Itelltevers for years, but
Jacob Cbchrme unstopped' our eavs
so that we could hear the truths ce¬
mented to him by the Almighty! It;
was nil so slmpfe >nid easy of the be-
ginultig'. hut ft grew burrt and jgrlevous
afterward: bard fo keep the path. I
mean. I never ijuite kue\v whether
God was- angry witb we for backslid-
lnjp at tbe end. hut I could not- always
accept the-, revelations that Klder Coch¬
rane'and your father bad!"

r^ols ft'oynfou's htittds' were now
qtaletl? foldeif over tbe knitting that
lay forgotten In Iter lap. but be* low,
thrilling voice had a note In It that dTH
not belong wholly to earth.
There was a long silence; one of

many long silences at the Buynton
fireside, broken oniy by the ticking of
Che" clock, tbe purring of the cat and
the clicking" of Mi's. Boynton's needles,
as. her paroxysm of I'eminlscence over,
she knitted" ceaselessly, wfth her eyes
on the window or tile door.

"It's about time for Rod to' be com¬

ing buck, isn't It?" tigked TVory.
"He ought to be' here soon, but per¬

haps he Is gone for good. It may be

that he thinks he has made us a long
enough visit. ** I dOa"t know whether
your father will like the boy when be
comes home. fie never did fancy
company in the house."
Ivory looked up in astonishment

from his Greek grammar. This was

an entirely new turn of bis mother's
mind. Ofteb when she was more than
usually confused he would try to clear
the cobwebs from her brain by gently
questioning her uiitli she brought her¬
self back to' a clearer understanding of
her own thought. Thus far her vaga¬
ries had never made her unjust to any
human creature. She was uniformly
sweet and gentle In speech and de¬
meanor.
"Wby do you talk of Rod's visiting

us when he is one of the family?"
Iv6ry asked quietly.
"Is he one of the family? T didn't

know it," replied bis mother absently.
"Look ut me. mother, straight In the

eye. That's right. Now listen, dear,
to what I say.-'

Mrs. Boynton's hair, that bad been
in her youth like an aureole of corn
silk, was now a strange yellow white,
and her blrre eyes looked out frona ber
pale fate with a helpless appeal.
"You and I were living alone here

after father went away." Ivory began.
"I whs a little boy. you know. Vou
and father had saved something, there
was the farm, yon worked like a slave.
I helped, and we lived somehow, do
you remember?"

"I do indeed. It waS cold, and the
neighbors vfere cruel. Jacob Cochrane
bad gone away, and his disciples were

not always true to him. When the
magnetism of his presence was with¬
drawn they could not follow all tils
revelations, and they forgot how he
bad awnkebed their Spiritual life at
the first of his preaching. Your father
was always a stanch believer, but
wben be started on bis mission und
went to Parsonsfield to help Elder
Cochrane in his meetings tbe neigh¬
bors began to erltlelse him. They
doubted him. You were too young to
realize it, but 1 did, end It almost broke
my heart."
"I was nearly twelve years old. Do

you think 1 escaped all tbe gossip,
motherT'
"Vbu never spoke of ft to toe. Ifrory."
"tto. there Is much that I never spoke

of to you, mother, but some tittle wben
you grow stronger and your memory is
better we will talk together. Do you re¬

member the winter, long after father
went away, tbot Parson Lane sent me
to Fairfield academy to get enough
Greek and Latin to make me a school-
master?"
"Yes,"'she answered uncertainly.
"Don't tori remember I get a free

ride downriver one Friday and came ]
home for Sunday, just to surprise you?
And when I got here I found you ill
in bed, with Mm. Mason and Dr.
Perry talcing care of you. 5"ou could
not speak, yeu wert» so 111. but they
told me yon bad been up in Mew j
Hampshire to see font sister, that she
bad died, and that you bad brought
back"her boy. who was only four years
old. That whs Rod. I took hitn Into
bed with me that night, poor, home¬
sick little fellow, aud, m yon know,
mother he's never left us since."
"I didn't remember I had a sister.

IS she dead. Ivory?'* asked Mrs. Boya-
ton vaguely.
"If sR6 Were ndt dead do yen adp-

pose yon would Hate kept Rodlnan
with us wben we hadn't bread enough
for . ottr own two mouths, mother?"
questioned Ivory patiently.

Germany mates much ase of the
nut fi-oni lis bliBLIWhacea. Sr*'

"JRV o* course" not T
X can be so forgetful.

sometimes than others. ir«

blooming, and that reminded
ft was time for your father to co

Borne. Ton, must forgive me. ton,
and wfll you ezcoie me if I sit in the
titcben awtrtle? The wlufluw by the
side door looks ornt toward tbe road./
and if I pah at can(Hit on the sill it
shines quite a-distance. The lane is
such a long one, and your father was

always a sad stumbler in tbe dar(ti I
shouldn't Mice Mm to .think I wasn't
looking fbr him when he's been gone
slhce January."

Ivory's pipe- went- out, and bis book
allilptffftonr his knee unnoticed.
hi» mother was more confused than

usual, but she always wna whAi
spring came to remind her of her hus¬
band's promise. Somehow, we)) used
as- be was to ber mental' wanderings,
they made him. uneasy tonight. His
father hud left home un a fancied; mis¬
sion. a duty he believed to be a revela¬
tion given by God through Jacob Coch¬
rane. Tbe farm did not miss him
much at (Trst. Ivory reflected bitter¬
ly, for since- bi» fanatical espousal of
Cocbranlsm bis father's Interest in
such uiundime matters a* household
expenses bad diminished munch by
month until they bad no meaning for
him at all. Letters to wife and: boy
ttnrf come at first, but after six months,
during whidh he Had written from
many places, continually deferring the
dnte of his return, they bed ceased al¬
together. The rest was silence. Ru¬
mors of his presence here or there
came from- time to time: but. though
Parson tone and Dr. Perry did their
best, none of them were ever stibwan-.
fluted. I
Where had those years of wandering

been passed, and bad they all been
given even to an Imaginary sod fan¬
tastic service of God.?" Was his father
dead? If he were alive, what could
keep him frona writing Notftlng but
a very sfrong reason or a very wrong
ohe. so bis Son thought at time*
Since Ivory had grower to man's es¬

tate he understood that in the later
days of Cbohrrfne's preaching lils "vl-

fslons.** "Inspirations" and "revele-
tlous" concerning the marriage bond
were a trifle startllnit from tbe old
fashioned, orthotfox point of view. His
most advanced disciples were to hold
tltem'seiVeer to readiness to renotmce

j their former vows and1 seek "apirftnal
consorts," sometimes according to bis
advice, sometimes as their inclinations
prompted.
Had Aaron Boynton forsaken will¬

ingly the wife of his youth, the moth¬
er of bis boy? if so be must have re¬

alized to what straits he was subject¬
ing them- Ivory Bad not forgotten
those Brst few years of grinding pov¬
erty, anxiety and suspense. His moth¬
er's mind bad stood tbe strain- bravely,
but it g*ve way at last: not. however,
until that fatal winter journey to New
Hampshire, when cold, expo9irr(ir»ind
fatigue <Hd their worst for her weak
body. Religious enthusiast, exalted and
Impressionable, -a natural mystic. she
had probably always been, far more so

In temperament. Indeed, than her hus¬
band ; hut, although abe left home on

that journey a frail and heartsick wo¬

man, she returned a different creature
altogether, blurred and confused in
njind. with clotided memory and irra¬
tional fancied.
She must have given up hope just

then. Ivory thought, and her love was
so deep that when It was uprooted tbe
son came with it. Now hope had re¬

turned because the cruel memory had
faded altogether. She sat by tbe kitch¬
en window in gentle expectation,
watching, always watching.
And this is the way many of Ivory

Boynton's evealngs were spent, while
the heart of him, the flve-and-twenty-
year-old heart of him. was longing to
feel the beat <Sf another heart, a girl's
heart only a mile or more away. The
ice In Saco water had broken up and
the white blocks sailed majestically
down toward tbe sea. Sap was mount¬
ing and the elm tri ee were budding:
the trailing arbutus was blossoming In
the wood®: tbe robins had come.ev¬
erything was announcing the spring,
yet Ivory saw no changing seasons in
bis futhre; natbfflg but winter, eternal
winter there.'

CHAPTER IV.
Patieatfe and fmpatienaa.

PATT5 had been searching tot
eggs In tbe barn chamber and,
coming down tbe ladder from
the haymow, spied her father

washing the wagon by the wellslde
near the shed door. Cephas Cole kept
store for him at meal hours and when¬
ever trade was unusually brisk, and
the Baxter yard was so happily sit-

I noted that Old Foxy could watch both
bouse and stoi;e.
There never was a good time to ask

Deacon Barter a favor, therefore this
moment would serve as well as any
other: so. approaching him near enough

to be heard through the rubbing and
splashing, but no nearer than was nec¬

essary, Patty said:
"Father, can I go up to Ellen Wll-

aon's this afternoon and stny for tea?
I won't start till I've done a good day's
work, and I'll cotrfe home early."
"What do you want to go galilvantln'

to the neighbors for? I never" antr

anything like the girls nowadays.
bigbty tight?, flauntln'. tralpsln'. trl-
Htn' trollops, ev'ry one of 'em. that's
what they are. and Kilen Wilson's one
of the triflln'est. You're old enough
bow to stay to home where you belong
and make Ah effort to earn your board
and diotbes. which you can't, even If
yon try."

"Don't answer w« bscki"

spunk. Simon pure
.d .o.newb^ in Pattyand coursed
thr«wsti Her blood like wine

.'If a srtrl's old enough *» *5^y "
borne and wort I should think^«

old enough to go out and £* *£*{ °

«while " Patty was still too timiaio"£?<*. romnrW «»*.»£teotis sugs««tiou.
.scrsE. »« «.« . ««,7;sOf int- tricks. no* >'««
>oi« rtirht wbere> yo« are or there 11 i>e

trouble You were wIMstlfn* Just nt),v

up Ih the twnr chamber. ***** one

of the things 1 won't have around my
i. r»remise3.a wtilstfln. 5^'-

.. 'Twiw a SiU.bfltli school hymn ttat
I was wltlstlUiH" This witb a credita¬
ble itnltatton of defiance.
.That doiVt make It any better. Si *

your hynvns ff yo« >*».« ¦ °«He
while yom'r* wortemV

.he..It's the same moufft that makes me

whistle and to tb*TJ»r tb\n V*see why ones any wickeder than the

T.; «.v« »**.'«««
4»»» *rfb» -*"» ">" *°.
to mm* Wbi* you're spoken to.
run ions 'bout work.
"Can't f go op to £r" "

..What's on ,rP there.
. "Jwsl :. fro IT'1. There's always a (;nod
tlmoar Kit**" n>Kl i would srt like the

sight of a big. rich house now sad

'Just . fro»lcr Land »' J***?* jhear the gtrT! -Sight of a big. rfch
house/ Indeed! W**l there be any boys

so or 'twoufdn't be a frolic,"

there won t be xmmby-^thf a few o

Mark's- friends."
.'Well, there ain't goia' to be no mors

I won't have any girl 0

mine frolickln' with boys, so titer®'the
end of it. You're kind o craay 'ately.
rlggln' yourself out with a ribbon hereZff, nU«ram aa* *£down over your ears. ^hy >
want to cover yeuf ears °P? What *

th-To bear you with, father." Patty
replied, with honey sweet voice and
eyes that blazed.

"Well. I hope they'll never ^ear a°^thing worse," replied her fnther. fling^lag a bucket of water over the last of
the wagon wheels.

.nev couldn't!" These words were
never spoken aloud; btff. 06, how Patty
longed to Shout tbetfi with a clarion
voice as she walked away in perfect
silence, ber majestic gait showing, she
hoped., how she resented the outcome o

the Interview.
1-ve stood up to father:" she ex¬

claimed triumphantly «. she «ntered
the kitchen and get doWn her yel.ow

« to MM* -1 -<~Jnp to him and answered him back
three times!"

Waltstlll was busy with ber Satur¬
day morning cooking, but sbe turned
In alnrm.

.

"Patty, what have you said and
dond? Tell me quickly!"

"1 argyfied.' but it didn't do any,
good, tie won't let me go to Ellen »,
party."

.

WaltstlM wiped Uer floury hands and
put them on her sister's shoulders.
-Hear what I say. Patty: You mnst

not argue with father, whatever be.
says. We don't lore him and so there.
isn't the right respect In our hearts,
bnt at least there can be respect in our
manners."

___"I don't believe 1 can go on for years
holding in, Walt*till!" Patty wklmp-
ered.

"Ye«. yon can. 1 have.
"You're different. Waltstlll."
"I wasn't so different at uliteea, bnt

that's Ave years ago, and I've got con-;
trol of my tongue and my temper since ,
then. Sometime, perhaps, when I have
a grievance too great to be rightly
borne, sometime wben you are away
from here in a home of your own. 1
shall speak out to father: Just empty
my heart of all the disappointment:
and bitterness and rebellion. Some¬
body ought to tell blm the troth «jnd
perhaps It Will be noe!"
Waltstlll bent over the girl as she,

flung herself down beside the table
and smoothed her shoulder gently.

"There, there, dear! It Isn't like my
gay little sister to cry. What Is the
matte/ with you today.. J*attj?"

(To be contlnaed.) I

Thmr-m Im Only Qnj$

"Bromo Quinine"
Tm emt TUm QENUtME, Oat! Fon 7ft* ArfT

Laxative Bromo Quinine
Wlurt r«r jroo

Look tor tfe* tfstetar* on

.¦

a cold
msfltflk- Quiiiiftii
UM boa. as<v

&p&uraSPRING

CJI1U liMtld
Every garment strictly new and up-to-date© in

style, fmisli and material.

Big Reductions
.

To reduce stock quickly: v

$-2C.OO LADIES' SUITS, REDUCED TO $15.00
#25.00 LADIES* SUITS REDUCED TO....$17-80
$27.50 LADIES' SUITS REDUCED TO $18.50
$30.00 BABIES', SUITS REDUCED TO $3QJ50,
$12.00 LADIES' COATS REDUCED TO....$ 9.75
$14.00 LADIES' COATS REDUCED TO... .$11-00
£18.00 LADIES' COATS REDUCED TO....$13.fiO
$20.00 LADIES' COATS REDUCED TO.V. $i&60

Alterations free. See them, no obligation to buy.

SPRING I SPRING
DRESSES PETTICOATS

LYNCHS
New jersey Tennis Club's President Insisted

Club "Go to Church," and It Did
==f

NORTHERN New Jersey is doing grfeat work in the GO TO
C4IURCH movement.

Thirty-seven churches from Ridgefield to Chester, in that
state, collaborated in a plan to get the lazybones out to worship
on the Sabbath. Pastor Cooper of £he "Cressklir Congregational
church broke all records as the result of his forceful GO . TO
CHURCH dUmpaign. He prepared a sermon that especially ap¬
pealed to the people in his section, where he plays tennis on sum¬

mer days and where he is greatly liked despite the fact that the
members of the tennis club generally only go to church, when some¬

body gets married or somebody's niew baby 5s christened.
Of course Mr. Cooper doesn't play tennis Sunday. But his

congregation is composed mostly of commuters, and Sunday is
their only day of recreation. They say they have just got to play
tennis then. The pastor received help from an unexpected source.

Jack Young, a big Scotchman, is president of the tennis club and
director of the choral society. H$ delivered himself thus:

"AS PRESIDENT OF THE TENNIS CLUB AND DIRECTOR OF

THE CHORAL. SOCIETY I CALL ON ALL MEMBERS TO BE UP

AND SHAVED EARLY NEXT SABBATH. THOSE IN THE HABIT

OF 8HOVELING COAL, CUTTING WOOD, PATCHING UP HEN

HOUSES OR PLAYING ON THE SABBATH DAY SHOULD ABAN¬

DON THESE EFFORTS THIS TIME. BROTHER COOPER IB TOO

GOOD A TENNIS PLAYER TO LACK SUPPORT ft* ANY SUCH

MOVEMENT AS THI8. THE TENN'8 CLUB AND THE CHORAL
SOCIETY WJLL BE THERE IN THE FRONT PEW8 AND WITH
BOILED AHIRTS ON NEXT SUNDAY OR I'LL RESIGN."

There was a great turnout. The church was crowded.
More Jack Youngs are wanted. Do your part in helping

great movement..
GO TO CHURCH next Sunday!
GO TO CHURCH every Sunday!

Try IUSTEROLE For
. That Lam* Back!
Rub it oa briskly.massage it iti,

thoroughly, and note how quickly
MUSTEROLE drives
out the stiffness and
soreness.

It beats a mustard
plaster seven ways, and
best of all, it doesn't
blister or burs.
MUSTEROLE is a J

clean, white ointment made with oil of
mustard- It comes in handy white
glass jars. Get a jar from your drug¬
gist today.
MUSTEROLE is recommended by

doctors and nurses. Millions ot jars

arsnsed annually for Bronchitis,Crouft
Stiff Neck, Asthma, Neuralgia, Con¬
gestion , Pleurisy, Rheumatism, Lum¬
bago, Pains and Aches of the Back or
Joints, Sprain*; Sore Muscles, Bruises,
Chilblains. Frosted Feet, Colds of
Chest (it prevents Pneumonia). .

At your druggist'*,
in 23c and 50c jars, and
a special large hospital
size for t-JO.
Accept no substitute.

If .your druggist can¬
not supply you, seutft
25c or fife to the MUS-'

TEROLE Company, Cleveland. Ohio,
and we will mall yon a jar, postage
prepaid.
W. H.TFrmosn. Rockfish. Va., Mrs:
"Jlusterole Is the greatest thinr I ever Mil

hold of lor mtucabr rheumatism, afTordinr la¬
stant relief to soreand stiffJoiatssad ¦muscles.*

READTHETELEGRAMCLASSIFIEDADS
YOUR HOT WATER SUPPLY

is a very important item in the kitch¬
en. Why not have it- always imme¬
diately available by having us attach
a beater to your water boiler. It will
not take long or cost much and even
that cost will soon be mads up in
time and fuel saved.

Simmon's Plumbing and
Eh


